DISSOLVING    VIEWS

on Sunday the 8th, the 6th East Yorks had actually
occupied that vital point, was gone for ever. This
final effort came on August the 2ist, a fortnight too
late. It cost us about five thousand casualties, and on
the top of that fatal Scimitar-shaped blaze of gravel
I now found bones scattered about, thirteen years after
they had died. They may all have been Turkish
bones. British cemeteries have been laid out with
great care at various points on the peninsula. But
after thirteen years there is no distinction between the
bones of Moslems and Christians.

As I was there again after so many years I could not
help walking back a little way to " Chocolate Hill"
for old acquaintance5 sake. I had stood there beside
a machine-gun among the waiting reinforcements in
the afternoon of that misty sist of August, witnessing
the terrible contests on Scimitar Hill. Bullets and
shells were whining and crashing stormily around us
there also, and quite suddenly I was felled like an ox
by a shell or fragment which cut a neat crescent on
the top of my skull, and drenched my shirt and
breeches with blood. Beyond the stunning blow,
like the stroke of a huge hammer, I was hardly con-
scious of pain, and after being bandaged on the
reverse side of the hill to check the bleeding and the
lumps of pinkish jelly which kept oozing out, and
which I feared might be all the brains I possessed,
within an hour I was back at my former position and
there remained till darkness fell and the terrific and
disastrous day was over. Then I walked the four
miles or so to the dressing station by the shore, and
when a sympathetic surgeon told me my skull was
fractured and he must insert a silver plate, I gave him
the information that my skull was impenetrable to all
but reason. And so it proved, for, except for a

259                          s*